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POOR DEMOCRACY. 





THE JUDGE. 


Has it ever occurred to anyone, before our | 


artist, to liken the Democratic party to poor 
Lazarus. If it has, it must have appeared 
how infinitely worse off poor Democracy is 
than was the Scripture mendicant. The 
crumbs that fall from the table of rich and 
powerful Republicanism are neither dainty 
nor numerous. The only dogs that come to 
lick the many sore spots of poor Democracy 
are its own sympathetic press, and every one 
knows that a lick from a 


newspape r— espe- 


| cially a democratic newspaper—is more irri- 


tating than soothing. ‘Then Lazarus was 
probably comforted by the knowledge of the 


comfortable appointment in Abraham’s 


bosom which awaited him, while the average 


Democrat has no such solace. To him the 


name of Abraham, fraught as it is with 


memories of Lincoln, is anything but a 


pleasant sound, and though, like Lazarus, he 


lives in hope, his hope has been very long 


| deferred and is by no means certain of ulti- 


mate realization. And then the crumbs of 


| comfort are so very few and far between. 


On the whole, and leaving Abraham’s bosom 
out of the question, we are inclined to think 
that poor Democracy is worse off, at present 
writing, than poor Lazarus. 





CHEAP CABS. 


CHEAP street transportation has long been 
great desideratum in New York, but until 
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| quite recently it has seemed a Utopian dream 


A GREAT deal of the sympathy of the | 
Christian Church has been expended upon | 


poor Lazarus, represented by the parable as 
the rich 
No doubt his case was a very 


sitting, starving and in rags, at 
man’s door. 
pitiable one, though no more so than that of 
many a less celebrated beggar, and the Bible 
story tells us how it was all made up to him 
afterwards. A like proportion of execration 
has been heaped upon the memory of Dives— 
very undeservedly, in ‘T'HE JUDGE’s opinion, 
since there is nothing in the parable to show 
that he was any worse than any other rich 
man. Indeed, in some respects he would 
compare very favorably with several whom 
we wot of at this day. To be sure, he was 
clothed in purple and fine linen and fared 


sumptuously every day; but that is the neces-* 


sary prerogative of wealth and no one grum- 


bles at its exercise. Then Dives was char- 


Ile allowed Lazarus 


to be fed with the leavings from his table, 


itableafter a fashion. 
and sit at his gate. How long does anyone 
suppose that Vanderbilt Rex would suffer a 
tramp to disfigure, by his presence, the mar- 
ble steps of the millionaire’s Fifth Avenue 
mansion, and how many of the crumbs from 
the rich man’s table find their way to the 
poor? Decidedly Dives must have been 
relegated to the hot place for crimes unmen- 
tioned in the parable, or the future prospects 
of the average nineteeth century millionaire 
are decidedly sultry. 


| 








We do not 


s . 
to the elevated roads and street car lines 


impossible of fulfillment. refer 
which are sufficiently reasonable in price, 
and, in certain directions, universal enough. 
Sut 


riages, 


the exorbitant price charged for car- 


coupes, and all that nondescript 


species of vehicles generalized as ‘‘ hacks,” 


has long been a subject of wonderment to | 


strangers, and of exasperation to inhabitants. 
Any man who is accustomed to the compar- 
atively reasonable prices demanded for cab 
hire in London, Paris, and other European 
cities may well hold up his hands in horror 


| at the charges of New York hackmen, and 


may be excused for calculating how very few 
rides at the existing tariff would suffice for 
the purchase of the entire turn-out. 

Thanks to the enterprise of a new compa- 
ny, this evil is in a fair way of being reme- 
died at last. The new cabs are clean, neat, 
and commodious, and, above all, they are 
reasonable in their charges. They are se- 
curing, as they deserve, a large amount of 
public patronage, and in the face of many 
difficulties appear to have already achieved a 
substantial success. One good result of their 
existence has already manifested itself in the 
flutter the new departure has created in the 
ranks of the old hackmen. Those worthies, 
brought for the first time into competition 
with an organized and formidable opposition, 
are beginning to realize that there may be 
some truth in the doctrine of the survival of 
the fittest, and are bestirring themselves to 
meet the new order of things as far as may be. 


| mills 





They have already cut their rates of fares 


| down by about fifty per cent., and the fact 


that 
their 


they can afford to do this and run 
one-half their 
rates, shows conclusively to what a monstrous 


vehicles at former 
imposition New Yorkers have so long been 
submitting. for improve- 
ment still, and in the lively opposition thus 


There is room 
inaugurated by the new cab company—still 
in its infancy—we may look for a grand re- 
sult in cheap cab hire throughout the city 
before the present year is laid away with its 


predecessors. 





KNOCKED OUT. 


IN this speculative land of ours, every 
presidential election is more or less fraught 
with speculation. We do not mean specula- 
tion in the vulgar sense of betting on nomi- 
nations or the results of an election, though 
that, too, we have been informed is sometimes 
1 but the 


dealt in; speculative guess-work as 


to an unknown and uncertain result which 
is so pronounced a characteristic of the great 
American people and which prevails about 
every uncertainty, from the weather or a 
norse 


dent 


result are 


race, down to a dog fight or the Presi- 
al election. Speculators on this latter 
fond of trying the pulse of the 
country in various ways. ‘They take a count 
of noses on a railway train, or canvass a cer- 
tain village or district in favor of some ecan- 
didate. It is remarkable how very uniformly 
these tests, which have been applied pretty 
freely in view of the impending struggle, 
have resulted unfavorably to Arthur. Dis- 
trict after district has been tested, and the 
present President is invariably nowhere. 
THE JUDGE cannot Arthur 
may feel under these repeated blows. Our 
irtist appears to be of the opinion that they 
have affected him as the battle with the wind- 
affected Don Quixote; but 


Arthur’s case must be even worse. 


surmise how 


we fear 
We can 
hardly imagine that he is sustained by the 
sense of high moral rectitude which anima- 
ted the knight of La Mancha, and _ politics 
hit harder than wind mills. A second term 
isan honor reserved for very few, and we 
may be excused if we share the doubts of 
the country at large that Arthur is not one 
of the few. 


RUSHING BUSINESS—a run on the bank. 


READING maketh a full man—may be. 
Drinking maketh a man full—bet your life. 


DEACON S -, would like to hear brother 
Gladstone preach because all the newspapers 
agree that he is such a Prime Minister. 

Ex-SENATOR CAMERON is a gallant gen- 
tleman of the old school. Even in a rage he 
never so far forgets himself as to be unmind- 
ful of the motto, Place au damus. 





A DISTINGUISHED member of the Penn- 
sylvania legislature who has just returned 
from the West, ingenuously owns that he 
never felt so flattered in his life as when, in 
a certain Kansas town, they mistook him for 
a horse thief. 
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Mary Nally’s Situation. 


ly come from Ireland desires a posi 


tion as cook, housemaid, waitress, or general ser- 
vant ina pectable far y, Any mistress desirous 
of securing her services must apply in person be 
tween three and fou lock to-morrow, when the 
lady will be at home and disengaged. <A good dis 
charge fror ] indispensable, as she is 
very particulal l her Mr character, Ad 


That was th tvle of me advert 


compinded 


sement, 


undher 





me own dhirections by Shady O’Shea, the 

reehal ister, who kem with 
me to this blissid eounthry, where all 
the peopl ure d ull, orl rv be to 


Pether and only the opprissors are opprissed. 


id I nee $4 yes I had beyant a 

red of fami] n New York 

caps for n etween three and four 
xt da Pa him down ais 

On ¢ I found wan didn’t 

Keep society that | upproved of, a1 d anothe1 

wanted me to stay in every Thursday eve- 

nin, bedad, beca her husband’s family 

dined with h that day, as if I cud abear 
to be kep ! | LW e evenln, if she’ 

1 dozen husbar und all of thim with 
families as y as one of the blissed path 
archs nd another wanted me to wear caps 
I showed her the dure purty livel Anothe 
wanted to say I was to have no followe 

I sm 1 a i m. I like the 














boys and 0 The tha i 

I can’t help,” b iys I f you'd let me 
alone and my frind there,” savs L, ** Fil -iet 
you alone, and you have all the followers 
you want,” says I, ‘‘and sorra wan word 
Mary Nally say, so long,” says I, ‘as they 


condescinded to 


throuble me.” | 
thrate with her so, for she seemed a quite 
dacent body—offered me shlap up 
keepin an indure man singled 

havin’ a grate likin for meself ( 
Well, after some talk we agreed, and I tauld 
her to se nd a couppee round for meself und 
me thrunk on Thursday, and to sind the 
inside man outside for me betther protic- 


don’t 


turms, 
handed and 


as I kud see. 


tion. Will, round she sint it, at twelve 
o’clock, but meself gave it some delay, owin 


to me havin only just 
breakfast. When I got to the house I found 
all purty well prepared for me reception, 
any more some thrifles that ] 
seen needed regulatin, but says I to meself, 
**Keep yoursel’ aisy, Molly, and put thim 
things rite by degrees, for the crathur is 
ignorant and doesn’t know no betther.” 

So whin she swelled it down to the kitch- 
en, with her tail behind her, swellin it till 
I thought she’d bust—and saying, ‘* Now, 
Mary, I’m come to give you ordhers for the 


than there 





» | 
risen afther a late 
| around 


THE JUDGE. 


I’ll be riddy to attind 


utes.” 


to you in fif 


teen min- 






ahr > 


} A ANY 

WN 
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At fust s 1 puff a slow f she 
suv me any In ance s f | OW 
her at all So S00 url to walt me 
leesur Chen she the ont to umpie me 
t 
ndher feet ut lissed ithe s if 





didn’t know how to athe 
in the sof he She « t ce t } 
" 
n tne l ets, and ne itt Mba ( 
‘Will ! sa s | =n i you ike 
out of th thim?” 
‘4 





ndhered of 


he fat and the soup mate I always rind- 
hered the fat and sould it to the olemarga 


I had no notion to till her so, 


rine man, but 

And the soup mate—well, Shady, the cra- 
thur, has no teeth, and soup 1s his only 
supper, and they objict up sthairs to the 
from k pot, when 
I can dhress too tough or too 
them to Thin she’d 
take another frake and to know how 
the tay wint, and why wan bottle of brandy 
only flavoured sass for three puddins. Oh, 
she was the wariest crathur ivir a poor sar- 


sicond wather the 


1 STOCK 
there’s nothing 


strong for masticate. 


Want 





and dacent ‘fat 


vent gurl sthrove to thrain into a good mis- | 


thress, and often and often me patience 
nearly guy out, and [ was riddy to turn 
nd and lave her there, but still I held 
me whist, for I was makin hapes and hapes 
of money, and that kind of kept ‘me aisy, 
and the inside man was a comfort to me too, 
for he always swore he’d die for me when | 
fixed him pork and beans for supper, and 
thin I wint and kemas I liked, and whin- 
ever I was at home I had Shady to supper, 
and the best of atin and dhrinkin; and 
what was betther than all, I had the mis- 
thress in that fear and dhread of me that 


day;” I’d only remark, ‘‘ Stan’ quite then, | she daren’t open her lips, no matther what 


2 


bauld- 


smaller 


I done. Eviry day I get bigger and 


er on he r, and 





nd n he | have me thumb right down 
n | it ivery point, and whin we part with 
n i rigrit I lave a rale quite well thrained 
woman to thim that kums afther me, but 
I’m in dhread I'll have to dismiss her before 
very long, fo he masther is spyin ’round 
now, and I’m in dhread he’ll do mea rong 
me fo he savs the food vets shorter 
ind the b longer iverv week, which I 
now meself is thrue—but what ean poor 
Molly do? T'll hav to run the business as 
long I kan, and whin things get disperte 
\ 
. 





hearin and a slice 
regard to their mane 
and lave quite 
Why, 
the other evenin I was just afther handin a 
bundle to Shady he threw it over the 
wall and then stopped to guv me a kiss for 
it. Whin the masther kem down he seen 
kiss, and he ‘** Molly,” says he, 
‘*vou’re too homely to be kissed for nothin, 
but that’s none of my concarn; but see you 
dd uy them sweets with my beef and 
mutton.” I know by that token the game 
is nearly up. So blaze away, Molly Nally; 
keep down the misthress and blind the mas- 
ther, and feather your nest while you can. 
I know them as have spent all their lives 
lookin for a fool and niver found one—so 
you’re greatly blessed. writin’ the 
above I have had a blow out with masther. 
He missed his top-coat that I lent Shady to 
vo home in last night, and of course he 
nearly riz the roof of the house and sed so 
many imperant things that I nearly hot 
him, and I tauld him up, plain and pune- 
tual that I wudn’t live with him, and his 
mane, snakey wife if they offered me my 
weight in gould, and he sed the sooner I was 


I'l] LV E the Mrs. a cood 
of me mind with 
t and a 


hricks week s notice 


me own requist.” 
and 
Says, 


on’t b 


Since 
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THE JUDGE. 


ONE DAY WITH A NEW UMBRELLA. 











‘For once in my life I 
feel the independent sensa 


tion of carrying a new um and left his instead. But 
: this will serve to keep off ful 


brella—all my own.’ il 
the rain 


gone the betther, and he wudn’t even let 
me have the comfort of abusin the Mrs., 
for he didn’t let me see her—so we parted, 
and I tuk a month’s wages and wint home 
to Shady—but jist as I was goin out of the 
dure I cot site of the Mrs., and if I didn’t 
give her a slanging lave it alone. 

In the next issue of the New York Herald 
the two following advertisements appeared: 

‘A apy of experience in culinary art desires a 
re-engagement; any person desiring to secure her 
will please call between three and four P. M. to 
morrow, bringing character from last cook, and 
stating terms, which are an object.”’ 


A Lapy wishes to find a first class cook, whom 
she will do all in her power to make comfortable. 
Terms unexceptional. Perquisites unlimited. No 
restriction with regard to hours, followers, etc. 
Any lady who will accept the situation will be 
waited on at her own home any hour she may 
appoint. 





Logan’s Lament. 
WE never speuk as we pass by— 
Meto Jim Blaine nor him to I; 
Twixt us there floats a cloud of gloom 
Since I have found he’s got a boom. 


We never speak as we pass by, 

We simply nod and drop our eye, 
Yet I can tell by his strange look 
The reason why he writ that book. 


We never speak as we pass by; 

No more we’re bound by friendly tie, 

The cause of this 1s very plain— 

He’s not for me; he’s for Jim Blaine. 
—Chicago News. 





Unanswerable Logic. 


An Austin mother was very much dis- 
couraged at the dirty condition of her boy’s 
cap, when the children came home from a 
walk. 

‘How did you come to get your hat so 
filthy?” angrily asked the mother. 

‘* A boy pulled it off my head in the street 
and threw it in the mud.” 

‘*That’s not so, ma; he threw his cap in 
the mud himself,” interrupted his little sis- 
ter. 

‘«Well, I’m a boy, ain’t 1? If lama girl 
I’d like to know it.”—Tezas Siftings. 





“There, I'll 
carried my umbrella home than the other. I wish 








bet Smith ‘*Thunder, this is worse 


folks would be more care- 


Diary of Patrick O’Callahan, Car 
Conductor. 


April 1st.—Iver since the passige uv the 
Roosevilt bill Maggie, me wife, hasn’t takin 
the intrist in the dhiary that she did at fur- 
rust, an’ now that the poower has been in a 
misure removed from the Aldhermin at 
large, in the coorse of convairsation, she 
doesn’t allude so frayquintly to her sister’s 
furrust cousin’s husband. ‘This is a raylafe 
to me moind, but it bees bad for the dhiary, 
fur I havn’t the eddication of Maggie on the 


shpellin an’ the roitin do worrit me moar 


than do the ringing oop the fairs on me own 
cair. 

Howsomiver, I shtarted foarth on me 
tower this marning wid a clair conshins 
an’ empty shtomak, detairmined that no 
wan shud mak a fool uv Pathrick O’Calla- 
han. I remimbered the pledge and tuk 
only a cup of hot coffy for me brikfuss. It 
bein’ Lint, Maggie has bin moar shparin 
than iver uv the grub, an’ I’m gradooaly 
growin toashadow. If things kape on in 
this way much longer, the giniril public 
will begin to think that me cair is governed 
by aspiritoral condhuctor intirely, for Path- 
rick O’Callahan will soon become invisible, 
bad luck to the salt fish wich is me daily 
food. Will, as I shtarted in for to say— 
on this the furrust day uv April, I detair- 
mined not to be made a fool of. 

Down at the City Hall—just as the 
dhriver was changing the horses, their 
shtepped upon the rare platform a lady and 
at the same toime thare intered by the frunt 
door a young man. The two tuk their 
sates furninst wan another, and all uv a 
suddin I saw the young blaggard uv a man 
a casting shapes’ oyes at the gurrul. Thin 
an owld man intered, and my attintion was 
divairted for the toime baying. Purty soon 
I notissed moar moshins and insinnivations 
on the pairt uv the young man, and oi also 
noticed that the garrul didn’t seem so aneyed 
boy his attinshions as she did whin they 
furrust comminced. : 

Nixt, the ould man began to notise how 
things war a goin’, and thin he tuk a hand 
in and wint for the young wan. 

“‘Fwhat are yez an eyeing that young 


‘Serves me right, for 
taking a nipon the sly after 
I had sworn off.” 


‘* Next rainy day I'll dor 
row an umbrella,” 


lady for?” sez the ould man. 

‘*Fwhat’s that to you?” sez the young 
wan. 

**A good dale,” sez the ould man. ‘Oi 
am an Anthony Comshtock society fur the 
previntion uv chruelty to childarn man,” 
sez he, ‘‘and l’oille nayther sit nor shtand 
bye and say a lady insulted.” 

‘To hill wid Anthony Comshtock and 
the society,” sez the young wan, and wid 
that he dealt the ould wan a hit in the lug 
that made him shtagger. 

** Begorra,” sez oi, ‘‘it’s toime oi was a 
doing something for me counthry too,” and 
wid that I shtruck out wid both fusts to the 
roight an’ to the lift uv me. 

The garrul she yilled, the dhriver shtopped 
the cair, and soon wan uv the finest shtepped 
aboord and sez he, ‘‘ fwhat’s all this row 
about, enyhow?” 

“Will,” sez oi, “‘here’s a young man a 
insultin of a young lady ia me presince, and 
oi was a troing to inforce me prerogative,” 
sez Oi. 

“‘Fwhat lady,” sez he. “I say but wan, 
and she is a crying in her husband’s arums,” 
sez he. 

I thurned*and looked, and the soight I 
saw froze the marrow in me boanes, fur 
there war the two uv ’em fwhat had bin the 
cause uv all the commoation, a kissin and a 
huggin befoar all the assimbled multichude. 

‘“* Hev yez no daycincy at all,” sez oi. 

‘* He’s me own husband,” sez the gurrul, 
‘and who’s bizniss is it, if we’s hed a quar- 
rilan thin choose to make it all oop agin?” 

‘* Begorra, oi’ll hev no such goings on in 
me cair,” sez oi, ‘‘an I doant cair who yez 
beez.” ; 

‘“Tind to yer cair,” sez the young man, 


“‘and collick yer fairs and howld yer 
tongue,”’ sez he. 


Bedad his advoice was good, and it’s sorry 
Tam that I didn’t take it befoar he gave it 
to me—for while he was a shpakin a dhirty 
little shpalpeen uv a missingarr boy lept out 
onto the rare platform and, grasping the bill 
rope, rung up foive fairs on me befoar oi 
cud lay me two hands on him. Wid a 
bound he shprang to the sidewalk yilling at 
the same toime loike a young leprachaun, 
** April fool! April fool!” 
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Musha, but he was roight, an if ivir agin 
oi’m found guilty of interfaring in any way 
wid the passingares insoide me cair, may I 
be evicted from me foine apairtment nixt 
rint day. 

[Norre.—Whoile writin the abuv Maggie 
hez been a looking over me shoulder. She’s 
at lasht takin hersilf to bid, but not befoar 
she too has accused me of being a fool. 

‘That oi am,” sez oi, ‘‘ and 
olive been ivir since I left off me hod carryin 
and tuk to paying rint for an apairtment 
and a sale shkin sack.” 





it’s a fool | 


The mintion of the sack always makes her | 


as mad as a Marich hare, and now that she’s 
takin herself off in a rage oi’ll shmoke me 
poipe in pace whoile I meditate on the fool- 
ishniss uv condhuctors in giniril and uv 
Pathrick O’Callahan in particulair. 





Smith’s Dinner. 
WHEN I came home to dine last night 
My wife received me smiling, 
And greeted me with tender words, 
And glances so beguiling; 
I brought by chance Tom Jones to dine, 
And he said, ‘‘ Smith, you’re lucky,” 
For wife had such a nice repast, 
Such tender lamb—and duckie, 


And made herself so pleasant, too; 
I saw Jones thought her charming. 
To me her mood, I must confess, 
Was utterly alarming. 
But when she softly took my hand, 
I staked my life upon it, 
That there was something in the wind 
Besides the new spring bonnet. 


Great Scott! what can the woman want? 
I must be fierce and steady; 

It can’t be either wrap or gown, 
She has them both already. 

I’ve given her an opera box, 
Her wicked will in flowers, 

And yet she’s wanting something else— 
She is, sir, by the powers. 


** What is it, love?” I whispered soft; 

She pointed to her earring, 

And murmured ‘‘ Diamond! Tiffany!” 
Gad, that’s what I’ve been fearing. 

A diamond bracelet, earrings, pins, 
Dear Jones, as I’m a sinner, 

I'll have to pay a pretty price 
For our most sumptuous dinner. 





Scattered Sapience. 

THINGS don’t progress so fast that you 
have forgotten the Lasker resolution, and 
the nine-days’-wonder it created? Well, I 
was at Washington, day before yesterday, 
and, overhearing a conversation at a bar be- 
tween two members of Congress, the whole 
matter was illuminated for me. 

** Now, tell me,” said one of them, ‘‘where 
is this Lasker, anyhow? I understood that 
Seward bought and paid for that territory 
long ago.” ‘ 

*‘Ah!” replied the other national legisla- 
tor, ‘‘this is the name—ahem—not of the 
territory itself, but of a condition of things 
which arose—do you follow?—from the pur- 
chase of Lasker. You see, Bismarck bought 
it in on that occasion. Understand?” 

** Perfectly; it was simply then ” 

“* Precisely; a question as to the right of 
entry.” 





EAVESDROPPER. 


HARD TO BARE—the small boy when ready 
for a swim. 
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NATURAL THOUGHTS. 


Mrs. FarMER BrowN—“‘ Well, what do we want to see ‘‘ Alpine Roses” for? 


the kind we bought from the agent last spring, and as for ‘‘ May Blossoms,” 
find them by the bushel down behind the barn on the hill side. 


dollar out of us for those things. 


America’s ‘“‘ Forty Immortals.” 

DEAR JuDGE:—I am the editor and pro- 
prietor of the Bushtown Cricket. Probably 
you have never heard of my paper? A great 
many excellent people never have, and yet 
it is possible they may be happy. ‘The 
Cricket is a paper of extended literary influ- 
ence, and our pressman is willing to make 
affidavit that it has a bona fide circulation of 
480 copies, and subscribers are coming in at 
the rate of two and three a month. Now is 
the time to subscribe. 

One of my esteemed contemporaries, hav- 
ing proposed an American Acadamy, similar 
in design to the notable French Academy, 
and invited its readers to vote for forty 
literary persons whom they considered worthy 
of being the ‘‘ Forty Immortals” in such 
an institution, the happy thought occurred 
to me to ascertain the preferences of the 
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Cricket’s patrons on the same question, and 
compare the lists voted for. The number of 
votes received was large and gratifying, 
evincing fine literary judgement on the part 
of my readers, as you will see by annexed list 
of names. ‘The figures at the right of each 
name indicate the number of votes reccived: 


1. Private Dalzell (who has written more 
and published less than any other 
Immortal living), 475. 


2. ‘* Many Citizens,” 470. 

3. The sweet singer of Michigan, 468. 

4. Vox Populi, 466. 

5. Dr. Mary Walker, who is writing a book 


about her sex, 463. 
6. Pro Bono Publico, 460. 
7%. Buffalo Bill, 459. 
8. Veritas, 455. 
9. Peck’s Bad Boy, 450. 
10. ‘Old Subscriber,” 448. 
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IN SELF 


of ‘* Beautiful Snow,” 446. 
-The readers of the Cricket 
Libited 


rare critical acumen, 


in recognizing the claims of this very 


popular 


a matte 
he was 
the list. 


‘* Junious 
Tom Flas 


Moonlight,” ete., 


Constant 
Minnie } 


Throbs,” 


1 oh oe a 
The Bard 
“The 

Blower, 
Author of 





brilliant 


and numerous author. It is 
r of surprise, however, that 
not voted the first place In 
\— Fed. 


, jr,” 430. 
h, author of ‘‘ Murdered by 
£40, 

Reader, 436. 

larigold, author of ‘‘ Heart 
and other poems, 432. 

£50), 

of Bushtown, 4° 


Wit of 


27. 
the Daily 
” 410. , 


‘The Boy Fiend, and how 





DEFENSE. 


so dlad to meet YOu, T' here 8S @ yound man 


hit it with your handkerchief and kill it?” 


he became a Congressman,” 
38. ‘Tom Ochiltree, author of the 
Resolution, 400. 


10, Editor of the Bushtown Cricke Py 


106, 


Lasker 


LOD. 
* 


Many more candidates, quite as well known 


to the literary world as several named in the 
above list, were voted for, but I shall not 
ask you to print their names, as it is fully 


believed that all the foregoing Immortals 


will serve in the proposed American Acad- 


emy. Oscar Wilde received 426 votes, the 
Cricket’s readers evidently laboring under 


the painful delusion 
America. 


that he is a native of 


In consequence of the varying places of | 


residence of the ‘‘ Forty Immortals ” named, 


some difference of opinion may exist in re- 


gard to the proper location of such an Acad- | 


emy, but a little reflection will convince the 
thinking mind that the most appropriate 
place for such an institution would be on 
Blackwell’s Island, where asuitable building 

already exists. Your ob’t serv’t, 

JABEZ GREENING. 
Editor of Bushtown Cricket. 
To St. Stephen’s Church, t’other day, 

A forlorn little rat came to pray. 
But “les dames 
Put an end to 
And the 


’ with a scream 
that dream, 
sexton cried 


‘Shoo! get away.” 





| than 


Another Intercepted Patrick’s Day 
Epistle. 
FROM 


TEDDY O'CALLAGHAN TO LARRY O’HOOLIGAN, 


OF NEWTOWNLIMMIVADDY, [TRELAND, 


New York, UNITED STHATES OF 
AMERICAY, Martrch 20, 1884. 
DEAR FRIND LAkry:—I promused yees 
afore laiving th’ ould dart, p’ 
that I'd rite to let ’ 
bors know that I landed safe an’ 


I know they'll be all 


raps foriver, 
ould nay- 
sound, fur 
anxus to here from me. 
I hope ivery livin’ craythur in th’ ould par- 

well, an’ that this will foind you an’ 


health. | 


yees an’ all th’ 


ish are 
Kate an’ th’ 


ope also that the pigs an’ the little boni- 
veens are thriving, an’ that the praties in 
th’ haggart did not rot as yees ¢ xpicted they 
wud. 

I was think hat as I was writin’ at all 
I’d sind yees an account of me_ partisipa- 
hun in lasht Pa k’ y parraide which 


ounthry, ’an’ 


vhich TV’ yuld r sartin was won of the 
fe ( for manny a vere an’ day past. The 
green flag of our counthry waived in th’ 

oight sun « f Freedom as jolly an’ shinin’ 
an’ gloryous as it flue at Clontairf that mim- 
morable day of ould long befure we wor 


born be all accounts, whin Brine 


Ni > Boroo civ 
the foxy an’ murdherin’ Danes 


sich a sevare 
hev niver resaved 
That Was before 
ir fourfathers, 


Well, 


thrashin’ an’ wollopin’ as t 





, , 
belore that time or since, 
very of Amer 


God be good t em 


the disco cay be ¢ 


in their graves. 





Larry LWOo ild a Vi I i > eves cood to 
luk at us arraid battle line widh our green 
an’ goold flags fluttheri ¢ inthe breeze, an’ 
} : ’ ] ’ ' 
our shamrogues an’ spangles an’ a whul lot 





o’ other figaroes an’ fixins which we culdn’t 
at all afford or think of ould dart, ’an 


nK OF In th 
t 
( 


: : 1 } 1} 

eyen uv we culd we wudn be allowed to 

ware c m in pair e an’ quiteness be th’ peel- 
th’ pigdrivin’ set 


wor thraitors to there 


ers, of spalpheens who 
own counthry an’ did 
the dirty work for the innimy. 

"Tis I meeself 


that got up broight an’ airly 
that mornin, 


for the pre- 

tied in 
me land- 
colleen, I 


so as not to be late 
cesshun, an’ havin’ 
proper stile in me buttonhole be 
lady, Mrs. Shannahan’s dater, th’ 
wint an’ attinded widh the blessin’ of 
God, an’ afther that adjurned to 
O’Fiynn’s saloon on th’ corner whare 
gran’ martial an’ his ades an’ 
lot of the bhoys wor 
the precesshun, an’ faith, ’t 

thinkin’ that.a grate manny ef ’em didnt 
jine in at all aftherwords for sartin raisons 
which they know best thimselves, an’ tuk 
sum other way of honnering th’ mimmery of 
th’ Saint besides marchin’ an’ countermarch- 
in’ thru the sthrates of th’ maythropolis. 
The gran’ martial wos of coorse th’ biggest 
man in the crowd, an’ devil resave th’ foiner 
spicimint of an Irish soger iver faught for 
fun or glory or mairched in toime of paice 
Pat Mallon himself th’ martial, who 
wos fairly blazin’ like a Jooly sun widh 
goold laice and goolden sash an’ a big ploom 
med up of Irish paycocks an’ American 
aigles’ fetthers. Our frind Mick Gilmartin 
from the fore corners whare Moll Flaharty’s 
shebeen stud, wos first ade to th’ gran’ mar- 
tial an’ Jimmy Guinan from ould Ballyna- 
scarthy, in the nixt townland, wos the second 


ribbon 


Con 
th’ 
assistints ’an a 
to meet before jining 


is I meeself am 


ade, an’ there wor a whul lot of other ades, 


| 


assistints an’ ordherlies all aiqually dhressed 
up an’ luckin’ grand an’ gorgous an’ ivery 
single won of ’em belaiving that he wos the 
graitest hayro of the day, and a grate dale 
a bigger man in his own moind than George 
Washington. 
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The bandmasther of the 69th rigimint 
wos thare also in all his glory, an’ to make 
a long story short, the dhrinks wos set up 
so offen that when we wint out to jine the 
parraide, that is all ov us that wur able to 
go out, we notised that the walls of the 
houses on aich side of the sthrate wor in 
close communication widh won another as 
if they wor talkin’ to aich other about the 
precesshun, an’ th’ church steeples all ’round 
us wor jumpin’ up an’ down an’ playin’ all 
koinds of thricks an’ capers. But whin th’ 
69th band sthruck up the ‘‘ Lakes of Kil- 
larney” we began to collect our scatthered 
sinses an’ fell into loine widh the rest as if 
nothin’ had happened, an’ ivery man of us 
felt that blissed minnit as if the honner an’ 
glory of th’ day wos intirely sintered in him- 
self. Thin there was a grate fluttherin of 
green an’ goold flags, an’ forty different 
bands of music sthruck up at wonce in 
chorus, an’ the horses pranced an’ the han’- 
kerchiefs waived from all the winders an’ 
balconees all ’round us, and at the wurrud 
of command we comminced to march down 
Fourth avenue. Forty-nine divisions of th’ 
ainshent ordher wor in th’ loine, as I wos 


since informed, an’ a grate number of total | 


abstinince min, like meeself, who hadn’t 
tasthed annything in the way of dhrink 
sthronger nor whisky since the Pathrick’s 


day before, an’ th’ 69th rigiment wos there | 


in force also widh there ould tatthered and 
torn battle flags, an’ a grate manny other 
clubs an’ sosities too noomerus to minshun. 
Devil resave the bit of me rimimbers what 
sthrates we mairched through, all I know is 
that we kipt mairching on to the thune of 
Dutch an’ Irish bands all rattlin’ away for 
dear loife at th’ same toime in differint 
languages, ontil we found ourselves agin in 
Union Square whare we stharted near Wash- 
ington’s monumint, an’ the mare of the citty 
an’ the boord of aldhermen revuing us, 
widh green ribbons loike our own in there 
buttonholes. Afther which the gran’ mar- 
tial mairched us through siveral sthrates 





ontil we arrived at Madison Square whare | 


the parraide inded an’ ivery man wint his 
own way home, but it is saife to say that a 


grate manny did not raich home till to-mor- | 


row morning. An’ | know for me own part 
that I had a sore hed nixt morning, and felt 
quare enough intirely, but had the satisfac- 
shun to know that me furst Pathrick’s day 
an’ Patrick’s noight also in Americay wos di- 
voted to the honner an’ glory of the mim- 
mery of Saint Pathrick who, be all accounts, 
was parshal to a dhrop of th’ craythur him- 
self in his day, which wos long before the 
raal ould Innishone ov blissed potheen saw 
the face of a gauger, or th’ ould land wos 
ruled be an English queen widh her peelers 
an’ sogers. 

Widh koindest rimimberances to all th’ 
ould naybors, an’ hopin’ to here from yees 
in reploy to this, I rimmain 

yeer cinsare frind, 
Teppy O’CALLAGHAN. 

P. 8S. If this doesn’t raich yees, let me 
know by return of the same male, for I feare 
it may be interseptid be the inimy who 
always had a strong suspishun of the O’Cal- 
laghans, as yees undherstand, an’ small 
blame to ’em for that same, for if th’ mim- 
bers of th’ family had their wish, the innimy 
would soon an’ suddent share the fate of th’ 
shnakes long ago whin Saint Pathrick ban- 
ished ’em an’ there seed, breed an’ genera- 
shuns from th’ ould sod foriver. 





PROFIT AND LOSS—El] Mahdi and Baker 
Pasha. 
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SHOWING SAMPLES IN THE EAST INDIES. 


A Sketch in a Street-Car. 

WELL, you can see a middling good share 
of life in a street-car if you have a mind to 
look. I ride pretty often myself, and gener- 
ally see something to interest me. But 
these things generally slip out of my head 
before they are well into it, so I resolved the 
other day I would take notes concerning one 
car load at least, and hand them down to 
posterity, in the columns of THE JupGeE, if 
THE JupDGE would deign to accept them, 
and if not, I would consign them to the col- 
ums of some of the many inferior publica- 
tions with which this great city is so liber- 
ally supplied. But I soar, I soar, and would 
feign see them in the midst of other gems 
of talent, and—and so on. I got in the car 
first myself. No one there but the conduc- 
tor, who looked like something between a 
bull dog and an idiot, the bull dog prevail- 
ing. Doubting my solvency he demanded 
my fare before I took my seat. I paid it 
meekly, and was rejoiced to see another enter 
the car—a_ strong, burly woman, who 
seemed capable of protecting herself, and me 
too, from the violence of half a dozen con- 
ductors. Fora poor little weak man like 
me, how pleasant it is to have a strong 
female arm to lean on. I drew closer to her 
and leaned, but she did not take to me. I 
felt a stinging sensation in my left ear, 
which was caused by a sharp application of 
her finger tips, and I heard her angrily ex- 
claim, ‘‘ Keep off thar young man. You’re 
too fresh, you are.” Sol kept off, and the 
conductor grinned, the idiot element com- 
ing out strong this time. And another fe- 
male stepped in, looking as if she had had a 
surprise early in life, and had gone about in 
a state of astonishment eversince. Then, in 
came a woman with three babies, one in 
arms, and two on legs, and all in a fuss, roll- 
ing around the car like loose peas in a pod. 
Then came the fat man with the plethoric 
pocketbook, and the two fair society belles, 
with their graceful airs and elegant costumes, 
looking as if they had only just mistaken 
their carriage. Next to them the inevitable 
washwoman with her capacious bundle. The 
messenger boy, the sprinkling of darkies, 
and the busy man who seizes his paper to 
enjoy three clear minutes mastering the 


topics of the day. Hah! here comes a lovely 
apparition, a bright young girl, with laugh- 
ing eyes and golden hair, and no seat for 
her—now is my chance—I spring to my feet 
and lift my hat with eager haste; too late! 
that dude in the corner has got her into his 
place and stands right in front of her, and 
an old lady who weighs at least 150 drops 
into mine with a fat smile and a ‘thank 
you, sir.” That’s myluck always. Heavens! 
we are stopping again; is all the population 
of New York going tocollect in here? Here 
come four elegant darkies in scarlet, blue, 
and green bonnets. Spring styles, gracious 
powers! One of them has planted her foot 
on my aching toes, and while I still writhe 
in agony, the conductor—heartless wretch— 
roars in stentorian voice ‘‘ Step forward.” 
Shall I ever step forward again, I wonder? 

Now here comes a millionaire at least, I 
should guess. He comes in as if the whole 
car was his and we were only there on his 
kind sufferance, and he looks down on us 
all with haughty disdain as he counts five 
copper cents into the conductor’s hand. No 
seat for him all the samey. Now we are full 
and so we are blocked. ‘Three or four cars 
ahead of us not likely to get on for ten min- 
utes anyway; we all look out of the window 
and grumble. Phew! it’s hotter than tophet, 
and we are packed tighter than sardines. I 
am lost in the folds of the darkie elegante 
in the blue bonnet. If it is the last strug- 
gle I make in this world, I will free myself. — 
Hurrah! I amon the sidewalk, teeming with 
perspiration, breathless, muddy, and miser- 
able. Catch me taking notes again. Value 
this, read, mark, and publish them. And 
when the reign of street cars is ended, and 
when the new cabs rule supreme, and draw 
their happy occupants triumphantly through 
the crowded streets in single blessedness, 
then refer to my sketch, and you shall see 
what has been. 





THE treasurer of the company for the 
Improvement of Your Present Opportunities 
mysteriously disappeared a few daysago. A 
hurried examination shows that his accouuts 
are straight—so far, at least, that not one of 
his numerous creditors seems to owe him a 
cent. 
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Tue Italian opera season is fast drawing 
to a On Friday, the 25th, Mme. 
Patti, p. v., will make her last appearance, 
and will shortly after sail for her castle in 
Wales. It is always well to place a pb. Vv. 
after any announcement of any prima don- 
na’s prospective performances, for Providence 
and managers both know the uncertainties 
of a singer’s vocal organs. 

Poor Abbey’s season closed with a fizzle. 
The new Metropolitan opened with a blaze 
of glory, very much like the traditional 
rocket, and its closing was singularly like 
the equally celebrated stick. 

What should have been the farewell 
formance, never took place. 
announced for the farewell matinee, but 
Carmen took sick, and no other opera could 
be given in its place, because, forsooth, Mme. 
Scalchi had partaken of too hearty a break- 
fast, so the doors were closed, and people 
who had purchased tickets had their money 
returned at the box office. Holders of com- 
plimentary tickets, and their number was 
legion, were loudest in their growls of dis- 
satisfaction. 

We hope the singers managed to get their 
musical pipes in order for the great impres- 
sario’s benefit, but we go to press too early 
to speak advisedly on the subject. 

Patti, the ever youthful and vivacious 
Patti, has returned from her California tour, 
more piquante and charming than ever. 
San Francisco went mad on the whole Maple- 
son troupe and the Colonel now feels that 
there is still something in life worth living 
for, and he makes his exit under the full 
calcium lights of success. 

Daly has closed his season and started with 
his troupe on their annual tour. These last 
nights have been ‘‘ Red Letter Nights” in- 
deed, and the most comfortable theatre in 
town has been crowded every evening. From 
Chicago the company will jump to London, 
and we doubt not their success in England 
will be as great as that the Wyndham Com- 
pany secured in America. 

“«7—20—8” will be their piece-de-resis- 
tance on the other side, and if the renowned 
beef eaters are as infatuated with Minnie 
Palmer as Mr. Rogers would have us believe, 
what will they think of Ada Rehan when 
she impersonates the ingenuous and delight- 
ful Flos for their benefit. Then there are 
dear old Mrs. Gilbert and Charles Fisher for 
them to comment upon, to say nothing of 
John Drew, Gilbert, and the handsome Miss 
Dreher, and May Fielding. 

We await with curiosity the criticisms of 
the British press on the best American 
comedy company. 

Up at the New Park ‘‘ Stolen Money ” has 
apparently made a hit. The programmes 
tell us that this play by Messrs Jessop and 
Gill is founded on a story by Charles Reade, 
called ‘‘Single Heart and Double Face.” 
The drama isso very different from the novel 
that we should never have imagined that 
the authors owed so much to Mr. Reade, 


close. 


per- 


‘Carmen ” was. 


THE JUDGE. 


| had they not announced the fact themselves. 

| Not a word of Mr. Reade’s dialogue could 

we discover, and very little of his plot. 
Notwithstanding all this, the piece reflects 


credit on the authors, and the dialogue, even | 


if it is not Mr. Reade’s, 
written. 

The title, ‘Stolen Money,” is singularly 
| felicitious, for a robbery of some sort is com- 
| mitted in every act but the second, and even 

in this the burglarious intentions of the 
ne’er-do-well husband are so apparent to 


is extremely well 


everybody but the wronged wife, that any | 


| jury would convict him of at least obtainining 

| money under false pretences. 

| Miss Kate ’ 
played the part of a faithful, energetic, but 

| much abused wife, with a good deal of spirit, 
and was not only graceful but effective. Mr. 

| McCormack does not look nor act the gen- 
tleman as he should do in all but the last 
acts of the play. 


Forsyth as Hester Van Sittart | 


Hester Van Sittart would never have fallen | 


in love with a man that looked and appeared 
like a loafer from the first. 

The rest of the characters are very good. 
| Mr. Gill, as the Jew sharper Aarons, comes 
in fora large share of applause, and Lilla 
Vane, and George Hoey make the most of 
the many good points the play affords them. 

Miss Thorndyke and Mr. F. F. Mackay 
are also in the cast, and Mr. Wheatcroft has 
a prominent part. 

As soon as ‘‘ Stolen Money ” 
course, Selina Dolaro’s new 


has run its 
play, called 


theatre. 

All the other places of amusement are 
alive with Easter novelties, the most popular 
of which is probably ‘‘ Falka,” which bids 
fair to have a long run at The Casino. 








ATTRACTIVE ADVERTISING. 





Try This Tomorrow Night. 
*SHE took my coat—I’m rather tall, 
And she is not so very; 
The steps led upwards from the hall; 
She stood, the little fairy, 
Just balanced on the second stair, 
My great coat’s burden holding, 
And then her hands—the kindest pair— 
The collar down were folding. 
There never was an eye so clear, 
Nor lips so red in moving, 
** Just tall enough, now, ain't I, dear?— 
See how I’ve grown from loving! ” 
Just tall enough! From eye to eye 
Ran horizontal light. 
** Just tall enough to—let me try?— 
Yes, tall enough—good night!” 
—Philadelphia Call. 





A GENIUS is popularly supposed to be one 
who can do anything except make a living. 





‘* Justine,” will probably be produced at this | 





Answers to Correspondents. 

‘‘A Dyspeptic” is informed that, inasmuch as 
‘the blues” result from dyspepsia, the best advice 
we can offer is—read Tne JuDGE 

‘*A BROOKLYNITE” is advised to submit his theo- 
logical query to Beecher or Talmage, or any of the 
other less distinguished theologians of ‘‘ the City of 
Churches.” Although well-read in theology, as in 
the other arts and sciences, THE JUDGE is too busily 
occupied with passing events—‘“‘ hitting folly on the 
wing ”—to spare time to unravel theological intrica 
We are 
business to the professional gentlemen of the pulpit 


cies content to leave this post mortem 
who draw big or sm:!! salaries, as the case may be, 
for making ‘‘ confusion worse confounded.” 

**DELENDA,” N. Y 
that there is ample room here for more than one 


City.—We agree with you 


weekly paper of the character of Tor JuDGE, which 
would be happy to welcome a co-laborer in the same 
field of action and duty. As the case now stands, 
the field to But so far as dan 


gerous rivalry goes, THE JUDGE has no fear of any- 


he has himself 
thing nearer than Punch, which is more than can be 
said of other individuals of his acquaintance, whose 
greatest enemy is plain whisky. 

““X. Y. Z.”—Yes, send the sketch along, and if 
it justifies the impression we have already formed, 
founded on your preliminary introduction, we would 
also advise you to enclose stamps for return postage. 
Your o’er-weening ambition has evidently prompted 
you to commence at the end of the alphabet, while 
your proper starting point might be found at the 
other end, to wit: the beginning. 





Fatherhood. 


No man is considered funny who can’t 
turn out a joke on the mother-in-law. In 
the sense that ‘‘ Bread is the staff of life, and 
whisky life itself,” she is the staff of humor. 
Men fall back on her for a funny saying, 
just as readily as they do on their father-in- 
law for more substantial comfort. 

Who ever knew a joke on the mother-in- 
law, no matter how weak, that failed to 
raise a laugh? 

If you see a man accompanied by a female 


_afew years his elder (you know the mother- 
| in-law is not, generally, much the senior of 


the husband) your first thought is, his 
mother-in-law; and if there is any possible 


| chance to get a listener, you will relate some 
| old-time mother-in-law Joke, and feel happy 





all day, because of your wit. 

While mothers-in-law are an inexhaustible 
mine for funny people, motherhood is the 
never failing, good-as-long-as-water-runs, for 
the sentimental. It sounds and reads nice, 
and makes us soft every time the subject is 
touched, but who, in all past time, from the 
first writer down to the uprising of lJaw- 
abiding citizens in Cincinnati, has ever given 
serious thouglit to the king bee of the whole 
caboodie—fatherhood ? 

In the name of everything that is good to 
drink—except gin—why does motherhood 
equal fatherhood? 

Because of its gentleness and suffering? 
Well, is there no suffering in fatherhood? 
Yea, verily yea! fatherhood is a dizzy suf- 
ferer. 

Who is it that has to bear the company of 
all his wife’s relations every day after, and 
for weeks before, a case of motherhood at 
his honse? Why, fatherhood! Can mother- 
hood suffer more? 

Who is compelled to sleep with a carbon 
oil lamp in the room, turned down to smoke 
line, which gives him the headache, because 
you don’t know what will happen before 
morning? Fatherhood! Who must get up 























in the middle of the night and go running 
all over town looking for Dr. D., because no 


other will do? Fatherhood. 

After it is all over and fatherhood and 
motherhood are full of joy over childhood, 
who smiles like a saint, and feels like the 
devil when everybody says:—it looks just 
like its papa! Why, poor, gentle, unloved, 
suffering fatherhood, He it 1s, who gets up 
a dozen times during the night, and puts so 
many drops of paragoric in so much water to 
cure the colic in a baby that never drops 
anv more than the nurse, who is snoring In 
the next room. How he wishes the ‘* wind 
on the little darling’s stomach ” would form 
itself into a cyclone and blow her out of bed. 

Fatherhood has a particular old chum 
whose name he wants to give childhood. It 
mskes him flush with joy to think of the 
manv times they have drank the health of 
the first boy that should come to either of 


them. The one that got the first was to 
name it after the other. Ile suggests this 
to motherhood, who receives it with astonish- 
ment. She wants to name it after sister 


s so nice, and they are 


Sallie’s fellow, he 1 

going to be marri d in the spring. 
Fatherhood gives in, realizing that in the 

future he is to take second place, and is kept 

around the house ‘‘ for revenue only.” 








In spite of all this he goes out among the 
boys, singing: 
I have i baby, ha-ha-ha, 
Have a cigar 
Such a litth 
Ha ea dri 
In the w | 
Cannot be 
Full of ti 
Oh! so swe ind fair; 
Mamma says, the angels 
Have kissed him everywhere. 
a @ 





Mr. Spilkins is Made the Victim of a 
Heartless Joke. 


A STORY IN THREE JOKELETS. 


JOKELET II. 

WHEN Mr. SPILKINS returned home to 
dinner that afternoon, his wife still wore 
that air of preternatural calmness, which 
under the circumstances might seem omi- 
nous—dreadfully ominous of some dark and 
sinister design, which she harbored deep 
down in her soul, against the peace of her 
innocent and unsuspecting spouse. 

*‘T thought you told me, Mr. Spilkins, 
love,” she remarked, almost with an approach 
to a smile, as they seated themselves at the 
table, “‘that there were no ladies at that 
party last night.” 

Mr. Spilkins instinctively felt, as he al- 
ways did when she addressed him as Mr. 
Spilkins, or love, never used by her except 
ironically, that something unpleasant was 
about to ensue. But he felt relieved never- 
theless, for he knew that 
terms indicated that her manner towards 
him would be of an icy and dignified polite- 
Had she simply addressed him ab- 
ruptly as Spilkins he would have feared the 
worst, 

**So I did, my dear,” he replied. 

“IT thought you also told me, Mr. Spil- 
kins,” she said, ‘‘that Nora Darling was 
only the name of a song.” 

**So she—so it is, my dear,” he answered, 
correcting himself. 

Mrs. Spilkins eyed him sharply for a mo- 
ment, eager to detect the guilty blush which 


ness. 





| her feelings, ‘‘I 








NEVER MIND ME, DOC, 


this little slip should have caused; but as he 
didn’t blush, she continued, speaking a lit- 
tle more pointedly: 

‘*Mr. Spilkins, do songs write notes?” 

‘* Well, no—they are generally written in 
notes,” said her husband with a little laugh 
at his own wit. 

“‘T wouldn’t joke, Jeremiah, if I were 
you,” she remarked with a slight touch of 
severity in her voice. ‘‘ Levity hardly be- 
comes aman of your years.” She had 
evidently intended to use some other word, 
but changed her mind. 

*“Mr. Spilkins,” she said, this time with 
increased significance, ‘‘do songs invite peo- 
ple to come to their arms?” 

‘“*T suppose they do—sometimes; that is— 
the words do,”’ laughed her husband. 

** Oh!that is all,” she remarked in a care- 
less tone of voice. This is what she said to 
him. What she said to herself was; 

‘Perjured libertine; base deceiver; self- 
confessed liar.” 

But, as if she had only asked the ques- 
tions from a mere idle whim, and felt no 
further interest in the peculiar characteris- 
tics of songs, she changed the subject to 
something else. 

Mrs. Spilkins, shortly after dinner com- 
plained of feeling unwell, and retired to her 
own room for the night. ‘‘I declare,” ex- 
claimed the good old lady when alone with 
believe I should have 
scratched his eyes out if I had staid in the 








these endearing 


; Sure 


room any longer. To see him sitting there 
and smiling so innocent-like—oh, you vil- 
lain!” shaking her fist at the counterfeit 
presentment of her husband which hung 
over the mantle-piece, ‘‘ you bold, bad, 
wicked man. You needn’t tell me,” she 
continued, still apostrophizing the picture, 
‘that the shameless creature wrote that note 
without receiving sufficient encouragement 
from you to do it; (which, as Mr. S had no 
intention of doing anything of the kind, 
would seem to be aneedless injunction) she’s 
after his money, no doubt, for what she can 
see in him beside that I can’t imagine. I’m 
that all J ever saw in him was his 
money; and I’m not ashamed to confess it 
either; the viper! But Jeremiah always 





| had a weakness for a pretty face, though I 


never thought it would come to this. For 
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I’M TAKIN’ WHAT PA DOES WHEN HE GETS TOO FULL.” 


a man of his years to be playing the part of 
a Don Juan, or a gay Lotharium, is simply 
disgraceful. I believe, if it wasn’t for the 
scandal of the thing, I’d—I’d get a divorce. 
She said he was like Apollinaris—that’s the 
man that makes the water I suppose—but if 
he isn’t any better looking than Spilkins, I 
don’t think he need feel very much flattered 
by the comparison; and as for that other 
cove she mentioned, if he hasn’t got any 
more brains back of his brow than Spilkins, 
he must be a noodle. Ugh!” 

Mrs. Spilkins, having by this time appa- 
rently unburdened herself of her wrathful 
indignation, undressed herself and went to 
bed, soothed to sleep at last by the delight- 
ful anticipation of the vengeance she would 
take on the morrow, in the execution of the 
purpose she had formed for visiting upon 
the heads of her faithless spouse and his frail 
partner in guilt, a dire and well merited 


retribution. T. H. F. 





How I Lost My Watch. 

P’it show you what a really first rate New 
York pick-pocket can do. Listen to me— 
I had a watch; well it was something more 
than awatch. It was a first rate instrument, 
told you everything, days, weeks, months, 
hours, minutes. Had been in my family 
for generations. Thought so much of that 
watch, sir, I never took it out in the street 
with me; I thought I might lose it. But the 
poor old watch got out of repair, wouldn’t 
go, so I took it to a jeweler to be repaired. 
By gad sir, it was stolen out of my pocket 
on the way down, though I kept my hand 
on it the whole way down. Well, I offered 
twice its value as a reward, if it was restored, 
and.promised to ask no questions. 

Of course, the fellow who brought it said 
he had not stolen it, but when I paid the 
reward, and told him I would let him free, 
he confessed it all. 

“See, Mister,” he said, “‘ you were going 
down the street and your hand was fixed 
tight on your pocket so. Said I to myself, 
‘Something there, hey!’ You moved to a 
shop window, looked in, I tickled you on 
the neck like a fly, your hand up to brush 
me off, mine in your pocket; trick done, I 


> 


| walk off, you walk on——” 
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THE JUDGE. 





WHAT THEY ARE COMING TO. 
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THIS MACHINE HAS BEEN INVENTED BY ONE OF THE JUDGE'S STAFF TO BE USED 
IN CASE THE JUMBO SCHOONERS GET ANY LARGER. 


‘*You ruffian!” I exclaimed. ‘‘ Well, 
I’m glad to know all about it, and very glad 
to get my watch.” 

‘* Where is it now, sir?” he asked. 

‘In my pocket,” I answered, putting in 
my hand. Gad, sir, it was goneagain. The 
fellow grinned and showed it up, saying: 

‘*Should have another reward now, sir?” 

I couldn’t but laugh with him as I put 
back the watch, and then he went on and 
told me such tales of things he had done, 
that 1 never spent a better half hour, or felt 
at once more horrified and amused. At last 
I gave him $5 more, and sent him off. He 
was not two minutes gone, when I bethought 
me to look for my watch. Gad! sir, it was 
gone again—watch, reward and all—and I 
never set eyes on it or the fellowsince. And 
I guess I never will. 





A Specimen Bigot. 

I sarp I wouldn’t go, that I had not been 
brought up in that way; but at last I was 
yersuaded to see Mr. Broadrib—alias Henry 
sr seg I wonder, not that he is so 
great an actor, but that he is no greater. 
The news of “ America,” as the United 
States is called in Europe, which is usually 
compressed into a few lines in the news 


columns and commented upon editorially so 
lucidly as to secure the immediate reception 
of the comments in the departments of our 
papers devoted to ‘“‘ Fun for Everybody,” or 
‘“‘Jokes by the Way,” now swells out upon 
occasion columns long in the English papers, 
all about Mr. Broadrib, what the critics say 
of his roles, what he says of how he feels 
himself for the first time so far away from 
home, what they said he says, and so on ad 
nauseam. 

England, from bishop to bootblack, is all 
agog to read the items of the great man’s 
success. Now, one who has been trained from 
his youth to regard the stage as an abomina- 
tion in the eyes of the righteous, and a play 
actor as having the smell of brimstone upon 
his garments and like unto the Man of Sin 
himself, with seven horns on his forehead, 
and each horn bearing a candlestick, may be 
pardoned if he be dazed to see Mr. Broadrib 
pirouetting so complacently upon the top of 
the highest pinnacle of social success, and if 
he inquire, with anxiety, where the next 
attack will come upon the sanctities of his 
cherished beliefs. 

BEHIND-THE-AGE OLD Boy. 





In what tone does a ghost speak? Ina 
tombs-tone. 





Don’t. 


‘‘W HATEVER you’re going to do, don’t do 
it.” 
That is always the directions I give to 
my children, and I generally find it works 
the best. 

Tommy wants to salt the coffee, put gun- 


| powder in the candle, and pins in the seats 


of the chairs, and cobbler’s wax in the backs. 
Kitty wants to empty the powder box on 


| the top of her mother’s best black Sunday 





| go-to-meetin’ bang, and rouge her cheeks 


with her ma’s red paint. Why, even Baby 
herself wants to swallow my heavy gold 
chronometer, when she is most specially told 
she is only to have what is light and easy of 
digestion. 

‘* Whatever you’re going to do, dont do 
it.” 
That is precisely what I said, in a solemn 
tone, to my wife on Thursday. Glad I did, 
for she told me since she was just on the 
point of eloping with Augustus Doolittle, 
of the 7th reg’t, but my solemn tones de- 
tained her. Glad I spoke. 

‘Whatever you’re going 
it.” 

She said it to me, andI didn’t—don’t you 
mind what it was—Sally and I know. 


to do, dont do 





**So 


” 
’ 


poor Bill Stubbs is dead said a 
Louisville man on the train the other day. 

** Yes, I understood so. Where did it 
happen?” 

‘*In Cincinnati.” 

**Did you learn any of the particulars? ” 

‘** Nothing, except that he died a natural 
death.” 

**Is that so? Why I was told that he was 
knocked down on the street and had the life 
beaten out of him.” 

“Well, that’s what they call a natural 
death in Cincinnati now.”—Merchant Trav- 
eler. 





** WELL, Pat,” was asked of a recently 
arrived emigrant, ‘‘and how do you like 
America?” 

**Tt’s a foine counthry, sor.” 

‘‘Have you succeeded in getting work 
yet?” 

‘*No, sor; but I have a friend in Wash- 
ington who is afther getting me a pension.” 


—Philadelphia Call. 





Accomodating. 

A TRAVEL-STAINED tramp called at the 
house of an old negro. 

‘** Have you got some wood I can chop?” 

**Oh, yas. Dar’s de pile an’ yande’s de 
ax. Jes he’p yesse’f.” 

The tramp after chopping for about a half- 
hour went to the old negro and said: 

** Well, I’m done.” 

** Done chopped ez much ez yer wants ter, 
is yer?” 

‘**T’ve chopped enough, I think.” 

‘*Uh huh, but doan be no ways back’ard 
bout it. Jes he’p yesse’f, an’ recolleck dat 
when yer wants ter limber up yer j’nts, here’s 
de place whar yer ken fin’ ’commodation.” 

‘*But I want something to eat. That’s 
why I chopped the wood.” 

** Yer didn’t say nuthin’ "bout dat. Said 
yer wanted to chop wood.” I ken go out 
any time an’ git somebody to eat. Good 
day, sah. Recolleck, dar’s allus a ax heah 
at yer ’sposal, sah.”—Arkansaw Traveler. 





THE HEAD-WAITER—a barber. 















































MicHaEL—‘* Lave your freckles alone, Mary Ann ! 
Mary ANN—“‘ /?’s not the freckles I’m afther, but the ind of me nose is not jist | 


Shure yow ll he late to the pienie.” 


oug fay; bad cess to that murtherin muska-a-to !” 


Blanker Than Blank Verse. 


‘HERE is a poem, which you may pub- 
lish in your paper,”’ said a young man, with 
eyes in a fine frenzy rolling as he entered the 
editorial door. ‘‘1 dashed it off rapidly, in 
an idle moment, and you will find it in a 
rough state, as it were. You can make such 
correction as you think necessary.” 

‘““ Ah, much obliged,” said the editor. ‘I 
will give you a check for it at once.” 

‘You are very kind,” said the contribu- 
tor. ‘*I will be delighted.” 

‘* There you are,” said the editor, handing 
him the check. 

**Many thanks,” exclaimed the young 
man. ‘I will bring you some other poems.” 

When he got to the door he suddenly 
paused, then came back. 

‘« Excuse me,” he said, ‘‘but you forgot 
to fill up the check. You have not wr:tten 
the date, nor the amount, nor have you 
signed your name.” 

‘*Oh,” said the editor, ‘‘ that is all right. 
You see, I have given you a check in its 
rough state, as it were. You can make such 
corrections as you think necessary.— People’s 


Paper. 





A Mean Intimation. 


THE dissipated Simkins told Fitz yester- 
day that his aunt, a very pious sister of 
charity, was dead. 

‘Did you ever see her?” 

‘*Why, of course. 
responded Simkins. 

“Oh, well,” said Fitz, “‘I was only going 
to remark that if you never had seen her 
you never would.” 

* They looked at each other a moment, 
and then Simkins set ’em up.— Washington 
Hatchet. 


inquired Fitz. 
Why do you ask?” 





A Lady Who Didn’t Know Beans. 

Two ladies, evidently from the country 
districts, were passing a confectionary store, 
and noticing several bunches of unripe bana- 
nas hanging in front, one of the ladies ad- 
justed her glasses and remarked, ‘‘ Well, I 
do declare! Ifthem ain’t bigger string beans 
than I ever saw in my life.” —Z lectric Light. 


She Wanted to Pop. 


**Say, George, I’m going to pop ——” 

The young man reached for his hat with 
a frightened expression of countenance, and 
faltered out something about an engagement 
with a man down at the hotel. 

‘* Why, George, you ain’t going so early, 
are you? I was just going to say that if 
you'd stay a little while longer I’d pop——” 

George disappeared through the parlor 
door, and was hastily fumbling for the catch- 


lock in the hall. 


**Say, George, what’s the matter?” she 
cried, rushing out after him. ‘* What are 


you going away in such a hurry for? If 
you'll stop just a few moments longer, I'll 
pop , 

But George was thrashing around in the 
storm-house, and jabbing the door all over 
to find the latch. He finally burst a hinge 
off and was kiting down the path like a 
frightened deer, when his girl stuck her 
head out into the frosty air and bawled so 
that she could be heard a block away: 

‘*Say, George! if you'll come back I’ll 
pop some corn!” 

George came 
Press. 





back. — Burlington Free 





A Pug and a Pedigree. 


YouneG Miss Gushington visited the bench 
show last Thursday, and in the evening 
when her own George Algernon Outside 
called, she glowingly expatiated upon canine 
beauty. 

‘“*Qh, George!” she said, in the course of 
her pean of praise, ‘‘I saw lots and lots of 
dogs, but the sweetest one was that perfectly 
lovely puggie Dot.” 

‘* Dot,” remarked George, with the eye- 
brow contraction of a person who is familiar 
with the subject under discussion, ‘‘I don’t 
remember Dot. What is Dot’s pedigree?” 

Miss Gushington wrinkled her pretty fore- 
head, and then with a sudden start said: 

**T don’t think he had on a pedigree, but 
his collar and blanket were just too lovely 
for anything.”— Washington Hatchet. 


| It Was a Good Sale. 

| **Drp you lose this strap, mister?” 

He was a small, ragged boy, with a clean, 
| new school-strap in his hand, who asked this 


| question behind Mr, P——of Aurora, near 
Union depot in this city yesterday afternoon. 
Mr. P—— glanced around to see if anyone 


was looking. 

‘*Ah, thank you, my boy; here’s a quar- 
| ter for your honesty,” and he tucked the 
schoolstrap in his spacious overcoat pocket. 

‘It’s a cold day when I get left,” said Mr. 
5 to himself as he walked away wonder- 
ing who really had lost the strap. 

“Dot vas a sale,” said the street 
fakir when the boy came back to buy another 
school-strap for 5 cents. Chicago News. 





good 





Papa as an Artist. 


A LITTLE girl went away with her mother 
for a week’s visit to the country. When 
they returned she looked up and down the 
steets and at all the houses and said: 
| ‘* Why, the town ain’t red, is it?” 

Bey Of course not, Fannie. Why do you 
| ask that question?” 

‘* Because, mamma, just before we started 
away | heard papa tell Mr. ‘Tompkins that he 
was going to paint the town red while you 
were in the country. I guess he must have 
been busy and didn’t have time to do it. 
Don’t you suppose so, mamma?” 

‘* Yes, dear, I do.” 

Then there was a large silence.— Merchant 
Traveller. 





Three Feet Extra. 

‘No, I can’t say that I honor his mem- 
ory,” remarked a man on the car Saturday 
while conversing about the death of a resi- 
| dent of the interior. 

‘**Didn’t he always use you well?” 

“Von, up to the last. You see I was in 
charge of the cemetery there when he died, 
and the fee for digging a grave was $2. 
What did he do but die in January, when 
the ground was as hard as a rock, and leave 
a special request that he should be put down 
seven feet. ‘look me two days to drill out 
that hole and I didn’t get a cent extra.”— 
Detroit Free Press. 


Tackling Impossibilities. 

‘*Wuhy are you not more in society this 
winter, Mr. Fitzclarence?” said a bright 
girl, to a swell young man. 

‘* Aw, Miss Virginia,” he replied, lazily, 
‘society is such a boah to me. There is so 
much of the inane in it all.” 

‘‘That may be true, and on that account 
you should try to improve it.” 

‘© Well, I should like to, but I have con- 
cluded to withdraw and endeavor to improve 
myself.” 

‘‘I hardly think you are pursuing the 
right course.” 

‘Why not, pray?” 

‘* Oh, because I don’t believe in attempting 
impossibilities, so long as there is a chance 
in any other direction.— Merchant Traveler. 





Mr. SNIGGLETON is very conceited, and 
during a conversation with Miss Sensible 
the other day, on the perfection of man, he 
inquired with a simper: 

‘*Well, what do I require to make me 
perfect?” 

‘* Brains,” simply answered Miss Sensible. 

Mr. Sniggleton remembered a previous 
engagement.— Washington Hatchet. 
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‘“Who Turn Dat Hog Loose.” 


At acertain hotel in Peoria, where the 
meals are not always what they should be, 
a merchant traveler, one day, sat down to 
the table. He put a dollar under atumbler, 
and, calling a waiter, said: 

**Do you see that dollar Jim? 

‘* Yes sah,” re _— Jim, with a grin. 

‘Well, now Jim, I want you to get me 
a real good first-class dinner. You under- 
stand?” 

‘* Yes, sah,” and 


” 


Jim set about furnish- 
ing a feast fit fora king. He had no time 
to see to anybody else. He hunted up new 
dishes, put extra touches on everything, and 
kept his eye on the dollar. Finally the M. 
T. finished, and, wiping his mouth, winked 
at Jim. 


‘* Yes, sah,” grinned the darky in antici- 
pation. 
‘Jim, do you see that dollar?” putting 


his hand on it in a generous way. 

** Yes, sah.” 

‘* Well, you will never see it again,” and 
it went into his pocket and out of the dining- 
room, while Jim indignantly remarked; 
“vo de Lawd, who turned dat hog loose in 
heah?”—Merchant Traveller. 





He Wanted Soap. 


A COMMERCIAL traveler happened to be 
caught over night in Wilmington recently, 
and put up in one of the numerous peach- 
box hotels in that town. In the morning 
he arose and proceeded to ablute, when he 
discovered that that there was no soap on the 
vashstand. He rang the bell, and in a few 
moments a dusky servant answered his sum- 
mons. 

‘‘ Bring me some soap,” said the traveler. 

The servant went down stairs and pretty 
soon the proprietor came up. 

** What is it you want, sir?” he enquired. 

‘*T want some soap,” answered the mer- 
cantile man. 

**Soap, soap,” repeated the proprietor. 
**TDo you mean soup?’ 

**No, damn it, I mean soap,” 
the traveler, irately. 

“*T beg your pardon,” said the proprietor 
humbly, ‘but I don’t think we’ve got any. 
I never heard of it before, but when you 
come again I will try to have it for you. Is 
—is it usually fried or boiled?” 

The commercial man’s remains were 
home in a box.— Washington Hatchet. 


responded 


sent 


Ir a man has other qualifications to go 
with it, it is a good thing for him to be 
honest.— New Orleans Picayune. 

ALWAYS pass the fruit to everybody else 
before helping yourself. Common polite- 
ness will induce your company to leave the 
choicest specimens upon the plate, when you 
can eat them without exciting remark.— 
Boston Transcript. 


Susan B. ANTHONY thinks she could 
have stopped that Cincinnati riot if she had 
been there. Her plan, we believe, was to 
give the crowd twenty feet start, and then 
declare that she intended to catch the hind- 
most man and marry him.—Philadelphia 
Call. 

Mrs. Fuiirtasout has learned to take 
things philosophically. When she was told 
of a letter, full of love, that her recreant 

spouse had written to a strange fair one, 
x said, ‘‘Ha! he used to write just such 
letters to me before we were married. He 
doesn’t care anything about her.”— Boston 
Transcript. 





THE JUDGE. 


Dip the poet refer to the lady’s maiden 
name when he wrote, ‘‘ When, Music, heav- 
enly maid, was Young? ”—Merchant Trav- 
eller. 

OFFERING candy to an elephant is like an 
offer of marriage to an old maid. She may 
turn up her nose but she accepts it all the 
same.— Philadelphia Call. 


Dr. Orr has learned that the rattlesnake’s 
tail makes 60 vibrations per second. It is 
a shocking waste of energy on the part of 
the snake, as 10 vibrations would scare a 
man just as much.—Boston Post. 

A NEIGHBORING paper, reporting a recent 
social, says: ‘‘ The opening piece was ren- 
dered by a mule quartet The reporter 
wrote it ‘‘ male quartet,” but the compositor 
knew better.—Oil City Derrick. 


A FEW years ago Kalamazoo, Mich., was 
not even staked out, and only last week a 


citizen of that place failed in business and 
scooped eastern creditors for over $40,000. 
Such is progress and civilization.—Bos/on 
Post. 


Mary ANDERSON has made nearly $75, 
during her London engagement. If other 
girls would only follow her example and lay 
up something for their future husbands, 
during their engagements, there would be 
fewer matches broken off. — Philadelphia 
Call. 

‘*In tearing down a house 150 years old, 

Rhode Island, lately, the workmen found 
a lot of leaf tobacco and 100 old-fashioned 
cigars.” This would seem to indicate that 
at one time cigars were made of tobacco.— 
Philade lphia Call. 


Miss ANNIE Hvuae@up is one of the play- 


OOO 


ers in the Salem ladies’ polo team. She is 
the ‘‘rusher” of the club, and when the 
captain calls out, ‘‘ Now Huggup,” it com- 


pletely paralyses the young men in the op- 
posing team.— Brockton Enterprise. 


A LADy reader writes to say that she has 
been losing her hair recently and wants to 
know what she shall doto preventit. Either 
keep your bureau drawer locked or else dis- 
charge the hired girl and get another of a 
complexion differing from yours.— Rockland 
Courier. 

LAWYER BLANK was in his usual cynical 
mood. ‘‘I don’t see how it is,” he said, 
‘*that the devil always seems to get ahead of 
the Lord, notwithstanding you say the Crea- 
tor is all powerful.” ‘‘ Ah, but you forget, 
replied the parson’ ‘‘ that the devil has all 
the lawyers on his side.” — Boston Transcript. 


THE sacred elephant has arrived, He is 
very reticent. He doesn’t care to give his 
impression of America until he has ascer- 
tained what the country is going to do for 
him in a material way. Heisa very discreet 


versonage, by the by. He declined to trust 
1is trunk to the tender mercies of the bag- 
gage smasher.—Boston Transcript. 

‘* Yes,” said the caterer, ‘‘ business is a 


little dull at present. The entertainment 
is closing, and it is sort of between hay and 
grass with us. We needn’t be idle, however, 
for we can employ our spare time in putting 
up summer goods.” 

**Indeed. I didn’t know that there was 
anything in your line that you could manu- 
facture so far in advance.” 


**Oh, yes; we can put up sandwiches for 
summer picnics.” —Somerville Journal. 
“I WOULD not live always,I ask not to stay.” We do not 


wonder, with such a cold as yours, but there is a bright side to 
everything, and sunshine even for those racked with pain. Dr. 
Bull's Cough Syrup never fails to cure the most stubborn cough. 


boulder as 


Ir is strange that some one did not dis- 
perse the mob in Cincinnati by proposing to 
take up a collection. Vorristown Herald. 


WHENEVER a man says he thanks the 
Lord that he hasn’t a wife, every woman in 


| the land should respond with a hearty amen. 


= -~Me TC 
THE 


hant Trave hi . 

Hartford Courant mentions that ‘‘a 
big as arock” fell on a railroad 
track. Llow big is arock, anyhow ?—Phila- 
de Iphia Bulletin. 

No, Laura, no. They donot ‘‘ open the 
campaign with a can opener.” They do it 
with acorkscrew. How little, alas, do women 
know about politics! — Burlington Hawke ye. 


In Iceland the nights are six months 


long, and when a young man hears his girl’s 
father go down and whang the furnace at 
half-past ten weeks, he begins to think that 
it is about time to go.—Detroit Free Press. 
THE Lenten season has no charm for the 
hen. Even the fact that her eggs bring 
fancy prices cannot console her for the loss 
of whole broods of little yellow chicks, slain 


to work up into Easter ideas.—Piftsburgh 


Chronicle T les raph. 
A WEALTHY citizen of Dunmore, Lacka- 
wana county, died recently, leaving his three 


sons only $5 each: and, small as the bequests 


are, special police have been sworn in to 
keep the peace until the boys spend their 
money.—Soston Post. 

Mr. Henry QUILLER has renewed his 


to Miss Fortescue, to whom 
he was engaged before the Lord Garmoyle 
incident. She has now a salary of $200 a 


week, and he is perfectly justified.—Hart- 


offer of marriage 


ford Post. 





HIRES’. IMPROVED ROOT BEER 
Package, Bic Makes gallons of a delic 
ng and wholesome beverage. 


Hi RES, 48 N. Del. Ave., Philade 















receipt of 25c. ( 1 aan 1 Pa, 
pENNYROYAL 
PILLS. 








GOLD anid sho 
in house. Indispensable 
ar e. Full particulars 2 
rs HIC HESTER CHEMICAL co., 
2218 Madison Square, Philadetphia, Pa. 
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Beautiful Fibrene Handkerchiefs 





WANTED, AGENTS AND LADIES EVERYWHERE «. ne . " 
iker REN 

scauamena ‘le Lion as vise Si, qual t 

finest liner 1 dozen Samples ith 

terms) Maile 1 postpaid fi N 3 CTS. 5 P 1, AF an 

ELEGANT Soup ROLLED G abt yz! ®-R Roe a 

Pestpaid. Rane « K AT 


gous. GuaRWIGSE LEO” wiwsbine N.Y. 
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WEAK AND UNDEVELOPED PARTS OF THE 
HUMAN BODY ENLARGED, DEVELOPED & STRENGTH- 
ENED,” etc., is an interesting advertisement long run in our 
paper. In reply toinquiries we will say that there is no evi 
dence of humbug about this. On the contrary, the advertisers 
are very highly endorsed. Interested persons may get sealed 
circulars git ing tf. articulars, by addressing ERIE MEDICAL 
Cc O, Bo . Buffalo, N.Y Toledo Evening Bee, 








GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER'S 


Breakfast Cocea, 


Warranted absolutely pure 


Cocoa, from which ze excess of 


Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 


and is therefore far more economi- 


licious, n 





eal. It is di 
ing, eas ¥ digested, and 
i iapte a nvalids as 
well as for persons . health, 


strengthenir 





iirab 





Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
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BREWERY and MALT HOUSE 
450 W. 26th Street, 


BETWEEN NINTH & TENTH AVE’S, 











JAMES FLANAGAN, } 
JOSEPH 0. NAY, > 


NEW YORK. 





Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will help 
all, of either sex, to more money right away 


WM. L, FLANAGAN, ) 
than anything else in this world. Fortunes 


A PRILE. await the workers absolutely sure. At once 


address True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


CANDY 


Address, 





Send $1, $2, $3, or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer 
ica, put up elegantly, and strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. 

Refers to all Chicago. 


GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St. 





, Chicago. 





jOSSAMER GARMENTS FREE 


very city and tow 


New PR. asamne 


» distribute th 
send post-paid two 
t+ as a free. Also send 
ge, expenses, et 
WILLIA 


co. ‘MSBURG N.Y. 


4c ts P.O camps 
MPiIR- M'F’G 








FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square & Upright 


PIAWNos. 
Warerooms : 8 W. 44th St. & 129 B. 126th St. 


N.E New York. 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. ) 
Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Home Amusement. 
With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 


may be earned. {#~ VIEWS in atoc k, and made to ones ?. 
Send for Catalogue EMANUEL HART, 


185 Fifth _AA4 New York. 


Factory, corner 124 st. and Ist ave., 








The Sensitive Mermaid 


E GREATEST | SclENrielc CURI- 
TOSity EVER! . Piaceit on the 
Palm of Your iL pA! Me ‘Sh roll and squirm 
around as natural as life. It will not stay on 
some people’s band at all, but will rell off as seon 
9 as placed thereon. Our illustration is a correct 
representation ofthis amusing and instructive 
novelty. The upper portion of the figure re- 
presents « beautiful woman. The lower part 
ofthe baa 9 represents a fish. 

By mail, 15 cents; 2 for 26 cents. 


eines WiEMueoone ik. 


RUPTURE 


pat IEVED and CURED without the injury Trusses inflict, by 

yr. J. A. SHERMAN'’S method. Office, 51 Broadway, New York 
Dis book, with photographic likenesses of bad cases, before and 
after cure, mailed for 10 cents. 

















A be ading London Pi Phy Jolan eo 
n 
gethesuest EPILEPTIC FITS: 


From Am, Journal of Medicine. 
Dr. Ab. Meserole (late of London), who 
makes a — ot Epllepsy, a 
ated and cured me more cases than any other living physician 
Somes has simply been astonishing ; we have heard of cases of 
over 20 years’ standing successfully cured byhim. He has ublished 
a work on this disease, which he sends with a large bottle of his won- 
derful cure free to any sufferer = may send ee express .eud P. 

w ow any one wishing a cure to adc 

asi a MESEROLE. No. 96 John Ste. N ew York. 


CONSUMPTION 


f cases of the worst kind and of long standing have 
wmoreng is my faith in itsefficacy,that! willsend TWO Pe SOTTLES FREE. 
together with a VALUABLE TR ATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. 
Give Express and P. 0. address DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 ‘Pearl St., 





— 
the 
above Lesaset by 
Boe! pore yo 

ndeed, 


Thavea 
remed 



















THE JUDGE. 


A sHockK of an earthquake was felt in Lon- | 


don the other day, and inside of an hour the 
police had jailed twenty-seven Irish suspects. 
—Bismarck Tribune. 

FRANK JAMES will soon be tried New 
Orleans for some offences. Without a Frank 
James trial in progress the country would 
seem to be out of joint.- -Hartford Post. 


“Ou, no, I couldn’t think of it!” 
Miss Tilden, coyly peeping over her fan; ‘I 
loved once, and was deceived. I really can’t 
marry you; so it’s no use to ask me. Don’t 
goaway! You ssalee me awfully flustered.” 
—Boston Transcript. 

THIs is the season of the year when the 
average girl comes down town wearing a veil 
so thick that you couldn’t shoot a bullet 
through it, and then gets mad because every 
gentleman friend she meets does not recognize | 
her.—Evansville Arqus. 


ROBERT GRIFFIN of London is afraid 
earth will not be large enough to 
population it will have in a few years. 
him try hoeing an acre of potatoes and then 
he’ll begin to realize how big it and how 
many men it will hold.— Boston Post. 


It hab been said dat it am jist as well fur 
a man to be a thief eza liar, but I doan agree 
wid de man whut says it. Aman sometimes 
tells er lie to make hisse’f more ’po’tant an’ 
ter gain respeck, but de thief airter gain 
an’ doan kere eben fur his own respeck.— 
Arkansaw Traveler. 


the 
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1S 
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LATE vesterday afternoon the air in Boston 
and vicinity was suddenly filled with a pe- 
culiar yellow golden light, and the sky 
appeared to be ‘‘deeply, darkly, beautifully 
blue.” Thousands of the citizens rushed to 
the windows and into the streets to enjoy 
the singular spectacle. It had cleared off 
and the sun shone.— Boston Herald. 


MLLE. LILLY, seeing a certain friend of 
the family arrive for dinner, showed her joy 
by all sorts of affectionate caresses. ‘* You 
are glad when I come to dinner?” said the 
invited guest. ‘‘Oh, yes,” replied the little 


girl. ‘‘You love me a great deal then?” 
**Oh, it isn’t for that. Only, when you 
come, we always have chocolate creams! ”— 


Paris Paper. 

A WISE man takes the trouble to inform 
us, in a very excellent article, that ‘“‘in the 
seventeenth century, on the continent, boots 
were never worn without spurs.” And we 
can inform him in the nineteenth century, on 


says | 


| 


hold the | 





this continent, with the single exception of | 


Georgia (where in summer time it is said, 
the major wears nothing else), spurs are 
never worn without boots.— Hawkeye. 


Rev. W McGrew, of Somerset county, 
Pa., is said to be the best rifle shot in Amer- 
ica, performing all of Carver’s and Bogardus’s 
feats, and a great many others they never 
attempt. A man has to be mighty handy 
with a gun to be a successful preacher in 
some countries. ‘The reverend ought 
sent by the conference on a starring tour 
through Texas and 
Hawkeye. 

“My Dear,” said a wife to her husband 
on his return from his office, ‘‘ just see what 
a beautiful little pug dog I have been pre- 
sented with!” The husband loooked at it 
for amoment, and then sorrowfully remarked, 


to be | 


Arkansaw.— Burlington | 


“‘It is very pretty, but you must return it | 


to the donor.” ‘*‘ Why so?” demanded the 
wife in great disappointment. ‘‘ Because, 
my dear,” he replied, ‘‘our means will not 
enable us to live up to it.”—Philadelphia 
Call. 





| full particulars. 


Causes ain. 
Relief 


Thorough 


ho 
Gives at 
once, 
Treatment will 
Not a Liq- 


Ap- 


Cure, 


uid or Snuff. 


ply with Finger. 

Give it a_ trial. 
cent it Dr izgists 

® cents b | registered 


Send for cir 


EL ‘ BROTHERS, Druggists, Owego, N. Y 


Franklin Square Lithographic Ul 


—— STEAM sabneaenin PRINTERS :— 





FINE COLOR WORK ASP E CIAL au 
PHC 


SATO 


“TIONS. 


Estimates Carefully Prepared. 
324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 


NEW YORK 


LIFE LOANS 


wk 4 PER 


Principal need never C ENT 
a0 ae as ane rest is kept up. 





Nose 


rity re 





ror men r 1 
aigi00. $500 FoR L IFE. S arti 
W. Roberts, Manager, 195 W. "oth St. Gloctenntl, 


GoLp WATCH FREE! 





blishers of the Poultry Keeper, the Popular Miustrated 

lt per devoted entirely to telling How to Make Poultry Pay, 
maket f it z liberal ofter: The person telline us what two 
chapte nt «Bit ea ani abana aap tani eee eee 


‘ Ladie s Solid Gold Stem-winding Hanting 


May h, will e 
Case Watch, worth | $60. oo, 


If we receive more than one correct 
answer, the second will receive our elegant Stem-winding 
Gentleman’s Wateh. T third a Hanting Case Solid Silver 







Wateh. Eve 





ry perse send 50 cents with their answer, for 
which they will recety year’s subsenption to the Poultry 
Keeper, the best 16 page poultry paper in the world, 1m which 
the nar f the s ful winners will be published. If you 





will er 





and mention the paper this advertisement 
isin. you will receive two valuable hooks free, which sel! for half 
> «dollar, The New American Cook and the book Selections 


for Autograph and Ie big Albums; or 
took on Short Ha 
THE POUL TRY GREP R, Pa Randolph St. oe il, 


{ you yo) <a for New 





ome 


STAMPING 


patterns fo wr Cloekin 
Corners, &c 


eee eee — ~— 


Patterns for Kensington, Ara- 
sne, and all other Embroidery. 
srns, including Scollops, Braiding, 
underwear and dress trimming, 
*kings. Sprays of Flowers, Borders, 

. r le and Piano Covers, Lambrequins, 

Chair Backs, ie. ,al own Initials for Handkerchiefs, 
Hat-bands, &c., with Powder, pad and instructions, sent 
0st-paid for 0 cents—Can be used a hundred times, 
Book of : 0 Designs fur Embroidery, Braiding, etc., 25 cts. 





















Our Sook ** Manual of Needlewo 100 Pages is a com- 
plete instruc rtor in all branches of Embroidery, Knitting, 
Crocheting, ny king, Rug Making, &c., 3§ cents; Four 
for $ l above for $ 0. Address 


1.00. 1.0 Pi 
Patten Pub. « o, 47 Barclay Street, New York 


SALCOR-MEN, STUDY YOUR INTERESTS | 


THIs machine is en 
tirely automatic, re 
quiring no attention 
when once started; 
it will force any 
number of barrels of 
beer or other liquids 
from the cellar and 
kee h, them pure and 
fres down to the 
Flat Beer 
never known 
where it is used. No 
ive sz mtoon can af 
ford to be without it 
i It will pay for its 
cost ina short time. 
For descriptive cata 
logue and price, to 
any address, apply to 


“ val aetdbane PUMP MANUF’G C0.” 


215 Centre Street, New York. 
Agents wanted in everv town and city. Address as above for 
Mention THE JUDGE. 











CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVE.,—OLDEST 
Baby Carriage Factory in the world. Latest 


styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 
CARRIAGES AND SPRINGS, 

indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co.. of 25th st., Br. 

Shrady and others, as perfect in construction, 

safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Veloc’ : vedes, 

Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bicycles, &c. yhole 

sale and Retail. Catalogues free. Open M4 

Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 

569 THIRD AVENUE, near 37th st., NEW YORK. 

$24 FULTON STREET, cor. Pierrepont, BROOKLYN 
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THE JUDGE 




















THE PROBABLE RESULT OF CHEAP CAB SYSTEM. 


Se ee _ 





